THE  TRAIN
live without you, be my wife." Perhaps he would add:
"My companion through life/5 or "my dearest friend"
or something like that. Or perhaps he would add nothing,
since all was contained in that one beautiful movhg
word: wife. How happy were those women who \verc
somebody's wife, or who had at some time been some-
body's wife, how beautiful was a woman's life when she
had children. ...
Children! She passed her hands shyly over her breasts
and abdomen. She would have had strong, fine children;
she was made to be a mother and she knew it.
He would propose to her on the way and they would
go straight from the station to his flat. He would take
her home. ... It would be a strange place to her, she
would have to get used to it and learn to be at home
there, and settle down with the neighbours, but what of
it? A wife's home is with her husband.
The first day she would take him to see her family,
They would arrive arm in arm, an affectionate married
couple. How glad Father and Mother would be, they
had probably given up all hope of her ever marrying,
and there she would suddenly arrive arm-in-arm with
her husband....
There were moments when she felt so sure of it all that
she wanted to send a telegram home: "Coming home on
leave with my husband, Julia." Then suddenly her faith
in the possibility of happiness would evaporate, her
spirits would fall and she would feel weak all over ...
a physical powerlessness, almost nausea.
"It can't happen," she thought. "Nothing like that
can happen to me."
But she would see Suprugov, hear the special, signifi-
cant note in his voice, catch his glance, also with a
special significance in it, and his smile directed at her—
and again the wave of hope would catch her up and
sweep her away....
She was so weary with alternate hope and depression,
that sometimes she longed to go to him and ask straight
or no? But she was restrained by womanly
238

